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went ahead of my assailant, but soon after received another
kick directly under the heel of my shoe, and such an unex-
pected one that I was almost thrown. We had enjoyed quite
enough of this kind of amusement at high pressure. Reach-
ing the stony portion of the plain, and passing among wheat-
fields, where we could breathe again with a little freedom, we
could see the oasis of Biskra waving before us. Our horses
started towards it at full gallop, needing no coaxing or urging.
Hitherto we had been guided only by the direction of the
wind blowing on our left, except when the eddies flurried
round us from the mountain-side with whirlwinds that bewil-
dered us occasionally. We had had ten hours of it, from five
in the morning until three, when we entered the large court
of our own hotel, not so anxious after that to leave it for a
change in realms unknown, if we were to be exposed to
much travelling under similar circumstances. Ours had been
a fair sample of the sand-storm familiar to us through our
school-books, that tell how caravans perish, lose their track,
and are buried in the sands.

The first days of May presaged the enervating summer's
temperature, and began to impair our energies and our industry,
which had been at white-heat for the past two months. Reluc-
tant, however, to leave the delicious quiet and easy life of the
desert, influenced by the Arabs' example of enjoying existence,
leaving responsibilities to take care of themselves, we folded
our painting material, and at two o'clock in the morning, at
which hour the heat was already oppressive, turned our backs
on the slumbering oasis, and began tediously to climb the long
road up the mountain-side.

Although  my eyesight is   exceptionally good, I   acknowl-
edged  myself completely baffled in trying to distinguish the
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